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To quicken than to slack the righteous doom
Which none must think by menace to put back,
Or daunt it with defiance.   Sirs, good day.

[Exeunt Ambassadors.
I were as one belated with false lights
If I should think to steer my darkling way
By twilight furtherance of their wiles and words.
Think you, my lords, France: yet would have her live ?

Burghky. If there be other than the apparent end
Hid in this mission to your majesty,
Mine envoys can by no means fathom it,
Who deal for me at Paris: fear of Spain
Lays double hand as 'twere upon the king,
Lest by removal of the queen of Scots
A way be made for peril in the claim
More potent then of Philip; and if there come
From his Farnese note of enterprise
Or danger this way tending, France will yet
Cleave to your friendship though his sister die.

Elizabeth. So, in your mind, this half-souled brother

would

Steer any way that might keep safe his sail
Against a southern wind, which here, he, thinks,
Her death might strengthen from the north again
To blow against him off our subject straits,
Made servile then and Spanish ?   Yet perchance
There swells behind our seas a heart too high
To bow more easily down, and bring this land
More humbly to such handling, than their waves
Bow down to ships of strangers, or their storms
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